relapse into comfortable jargon.    She even struggled with the English alphabet, but she could not master the mere ABC's.     " I am one of those who work with the hands, and not the head," she would say deprecatingly. And her hands were making exquisite laces and  daintiest embroidery  for me  to  wear. Her hands were also busy at that time with a secret task which I did not hear of until years later.
For at that time mother and I did not speak so freely as we used to speak.    And she began to look at me often in a manner that   brought   a   tightening   to   my   throat. Heretofore I would have gone to her and asked her what was troubling her,  what  I could do to help her bear her burden.     But I was afraid to speak, afraid to ask her.w " [128]
